THE PUDDLER HAS A VISION

pray for a higher moral sense, that which
lifts man above beasts, and when my answer
comes and I feel morally right, then all hell
can't make me knuckle under. For civiliza-
tion is built on man's morals not on brute
force (as Germany learned to her sorrow),
and I fight for the moral law as long as there
is any fight left in me.

Nature planned that when the cat ate the
mother robin, the young robins in the nest
must starve. Nature had other robins that
would escape the enemy. But among men it
is wrong for the little ones to suffer when the
hand that feeds them is destroyed. For man
has sympathy, which beasts have not. Sym-
pathy is the iron fiber in man that welds him
to his fellows. Envy is the sulphur that pol-
lutes these bonds and makes them brittle.
Suppose some master puddler of humanity
could gather thousands of men into a melting-
pot, a fraternity whose purpose was to boil
out the envy, greed and malice as much as
possible, and purify the good metal of human
syihpathy, How much greater the social
value of these men would be. Bound together
by good fellowship and human sympathy
these men could pool their charity and build
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